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WATCHING FOR THE DEAD. 

Suggested by hearing an aged man say of his wife, who had 
recently died, ** I draw aside the curtain, and look out, but 
I can't see her coming." 



Plaintive words of tender longing 

From the aged and the lone ; 
While the memories round him thronging 

Gave impression to the tone 
Of the watcher 

Watching for the dear one flown. 

Does it seem an old man's dreaming ? 

Does it seem a fancy strange ? 
Yet *tis not all empty seeming 

Of the thoughts that wildly range ; 
Vainly watching 

Their return who know no change. 

In the hours when darkness, hovering 

Over every hill and dale 
All earth's flowery glories covering, 

0*er it throws a shadowy veil ; 
While the starbeams 

Shine with beauty soft and pale. 
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WATCHING FOR THE DEAD. 

Then does not the spirit, waking, 

Waking up to all its pain, 
Feel again its bitter aching ; 

Yearn with longings wild and vain 
For the loved ones 

Who will never come again ? 

Or when in soft dreams we're lying. 
Cradled in the arms of sleep ; 

Do we not, their forms descrying. 
Once more with them smile or weep ; 

And beside them 
Festival or vigil keep ? 

Long lost steps are round us gliding, 
Long lost voices greet our ear. 

Long lost friends, again confiding. 
As of yore are hovering near ; 

Then departing 
Fade away and disappear, 

And we wake in fear and wonder. 
Wake to find that all have fled ; 

And that morn has rent asunder 

That which brought us back the dead ; 

Fast dissolving 
All the light their forms had shed, 

Say, what are ye, dreams delusive, 
Strange, fantastic, floating things ? 

Tell me why ye come intrusive ; 
Whisper why your presence brings 

But to mock us 
Such bright phantoms on its wings. 



i 



WATCHING FOR THE DEAD. 

But to mock US. For though smiling 
. And enchanting dreams may be 
Yet they only are beguiling, 
And to dark reality 

Sadly waking 
Lo ! the fair-hued visions flee ! 

Then, oh then, in vain we listen. 

And the curtain draw aside ; 
Watch to see the soft eyes glisten, 

Wait to hear the footsteps glide 
Of the dear ones 

Who have crossed the mystic tide. 

For awhile let Fancy, weaving 
Her stray thoughts into a wreath, 

Not despairing, not with grieving, 
See if ought may lie beneath ; 

Wandering calmly 
By the vale that looks on death. 

Let imagination, roaming 

Linger on the plaintive theme. 

In the shadow of the gloaming 
On the margin of the stream, 

Where the watchers 
Ever watching sit and dream. 

Sit and dream — sometimes enshrouded 
In the darkness of the night ; 

Sometimes through the heavens clouded 
Shines a ray of golden light, 

On them falling 
Like a beam of glory bright. 



WATCHING FOR THE DEAD. 

Morn's fair beauty, sunset's splendour, 
On the landscape brightly shed, 

All are fraught with memories tender, 
All bring echoes of the dead ; 

But the deepest 
Come with night's calm noiseless tread. 

** Then I draw aside the curtain ! " 

Oh ! could artist but portray 
With a tender touch and certain 

All the pathos here that lay ; 
As the Watcher 

Looked along the well-known way ! 

** But I cannot see her coming!" 
No, fond dreamer, never more. 

Neither when the bees are humming 
And the flowers spring round the door ; 

Nor in winter 
Wilt thou see her as before. 

Watching for the dead ! O river 

Of strong love, which still must flow, 

Yea though death may break and sever 
Every other tie we know. 

Yet it cannot 
Stay thy tide, nor lay thee low. 

Hush 1 I see a mother weeping. 
Standing 'mid the watchers there. 

Low in death her child is sleeping. 
Strangely silent ! Strangely fair ! 

All unheeding 
That pale mother's mute despair. 



WATCHING FOR THE DEAD. 

Other parents pass her, pressing 
To their hearts their infants dear, 

With a loving hand caressing : 
And the children's voices near 

Gaily laughing 
Bears the breeze unto her ear. 

She can hear their footsteps, racing 

Gleefully along the street. 
Each the other wildly chasing 

And it makes her bosom beat 
With remembrance 

Of some other pattering feet. 

Of another child-voice ringing ; 

Of another sprightly form ; 
Of fond arms around her clinging, 

CHnging with affection warm ; 
But nbw vanished, 

Swept away by death's cold storm. 

So it seems to yoUy O mother ! 

But away, beyond the sky 
Oh look up unto that other 

Brighter world, where none may die ; 
Where the dwellers 

Are to God the Father nigh. 

There among the children, playing 
In the city's golden street — 

Say is not thy darling straying, 
'Mid the mirth and music sweet? 

Or is nestling 
Close unto the Saviour's feet. 



WATCHING FOR THE DEAD. 

Ah, lone man, all sadly musing, 

Gazing at the sunset sheen, 
Is its loveliness infusing 

Thoughts of that which is not seen 
For the shadow 

Which enshrouds and comes between ? 

Dost thou fancy in the streaming 

Of its brilliant golden tide, 
When the clouds are brightly beaming 

And heaven's gate seems opened wide, 
One is looking 

At thee from the other side ? 

Dost thou think, when dews are shining 

On the grass, and all is still, 
Thou canst feel fond arms entwining 
As they used around thee still, 

With a pressure 
That can make thy spirit thrill ? 

Is it fancy, strange and longing 

O ye dead ; or do ye come ? 
Do ye ever round us thronging 

Stand again in earthly home ? 
Do ye watch us. 

Spirits, from heaven's azure dome ? 

Watching for the dead ! O know you 
How fond hearts are watching here ? 

Loving thoughts on us bestow you ? 
And, to soothe our grief and fear. 

Friends departed 
Hover ye as angels near ? 
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Many, many things remind us, 
Loved ones, of you every day ; 

Many ties there are which bind us 
Unto those who've passed away ; 

Thus to draw you^ 
Spirits, is there influence, say ? 

Oh we know not, — we who're standing, 

Vainly watching for the dead ; 
But we'll soon like you be landing. 

Like you through death's vale shall tread ; 
And our bodies 

Rest like yours in narrow bed. 

But we know — that valley treading. 
One has ta'en away the gloom ; 

Light and glory o'er it shedding. 
Making flowers within it bloom ; 

And illuming 
With His love the darksome tomb. 

Let us follow where He leadeth. 

Where He trod O let us tread ! 
'Till, as each earth-scene recedeth 

Heavenly light is on us shed. 
No more dreaming ; 

No more watching for the dead. 
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ANNIE; OR, the Bereaved One. 

" Beautiful, beautiful, dazzling, bright ; 

Shine ye stars with your radiant light ; 

Shine like jewels of fairest hue. 

Clear let your light be — clear and true. 

O ye clouds that are sailing by 

Veil not the splendour of yon bright sky ; 

Dim not the light of the moon's soft sheen, 

Hide not the face of the night's fair queen. 

Let her shine on with her glittering train ; 

Let her shine on with her gentle reign. 

To brighten the surface of heaven's high dome. 

And guide a lone traveller returning home. 

Alas ! alas ! it is growing late ; 

And yet he comes not. Why does he wait ? 

Is it his heart can be growing cold ? 

Is it the love he so oft has told 

Burned in his bosom — a deathless flame — 

Had no existence except in name ? 

No, no, fond heart, why so faithless, say ? 

For though all things else should have passed 

away. 
Though every friend I have loved and known 
Should prove untrue, and all love be flown. 
Yet him I cannot, I will not doubt. 
Nor think his affection can e'er burn out. 
How calm it is ! how fair nature seems 
Bathed in the light of the moon's soft beams ; 
*Tis such an hour as the dreamy love 
When the stars of heaven shine clear above ; 
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And the lovely flowers by the wayside growing 
On the evening air are their fragrance throwing ; 
And the stately trees by the water side 
Their shadows throw on its restful tide ; 
While by the breeze, which can scarce be heard. 
Flower, tree and pool are all softly stirred. 

" But O, my love, it is late, so late ! 

And still you come not, and still I wait ; 

Wait with misgiving and silent fear. 

Wait and listen your step to hear. 

Tell me, O tell me, where dost thou roam, 

Why dost thou not to thine Annie come ? 

O ye breezes that softly blow 

Spread your pinions and haste to go. 

Bear the flowers* fair blossoms and fragrance sweet 

And cast them down at my loved one's feet : 

Bear my words of longing and all my fear 

And breathe them soft in my William's ear. 

Whisper and tell of the beauty round ; 

Tell of the joys in the old home found. 

Tell how his Annie is standing alone 

Longing to catch his fresh musical tone ; 

Longing to list to the sound of his feet. 

Longing again her beloved one to meet." 

And so she sang as she watched that night, 
The youthful Annie, — the maiden bright. 
Not many years o'er her head had passed. 
Not many sorrows their shade had cast : 
Bright had her life been, and clear its tone. 
But alas ! its light was of earth alone. 
Not yet had her spirit been taught to know 
How fleeting and frail are all things below ; 
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Not yet had she heeded the Saviour's voice, 
Not yet made His^ love and His word her 

choice, 
Not yet had turned to the home on high. 
Nor known of the love which will never die. 
Not yet, not yet, but the time is near 
When that youthful heart, in its first deep fear. 
Shall long for a something earth cannot yield 
In the time of sorrow to bless and shield ; 
To calm her grief and to sooth her care 
And teach her spirit to do and bear ; 
Not yet, not yet, doth the trial appear. 
But the hour is coming, the time is near. 



Again the stars shine brightly in the sky 

As they last evening shone. The flowers as fair, 

Diffuse their incense round ; and nature seems 

As beautiful as then. But where is she. 

That young and happy maiden, who then stood 

In the exuberance of youth and life 

And waited for her loved one ? She who seemed 

Almost a fairy being, made to live 

Mid joy and happiness ; where is she now ? 

Why comes she not to gaze upon the scene ; 

To watch the ripples on the water play ; 

To watch the changing beauty ; and to stand 

In dreamy admiration ? Is it that 

She needs no longer thus expectant wait ; 

But that her hero has returned to claim 

Her every thought, and now with mutual joy 

They sit together in some moon-lit room 

Wrapt in each other's converse ? No, alas ! 

Not thus we find her. Say doth not Jhe storm 

Beat the most fiercely on the fragile flowier? 
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And tender blossoms — that have but been reared 
In sunshine and in light — the least may bear 
The withering chill of winter. But few hours 
Have passed away, — a few brief, fleeting hours, 
Yet what a weight of sorrow and of woe 
Those passing hours have borne ! What hopes 

have been 
Crushed out beneath their pressure ! Swift it 

came — 
The message came unto the waiting heart, 
Piercing it as an arrow. Laying low 
Peace, joy, and happiness ; and in their stead 
Leaving but dark despair and bitter dread. 
Silent she sits ; — her fair young head bowed low 
As pressed by deepest suffering ; and her cheek 
Pale — even as statue pale ; or as the form 
From which all life has fled. Her tresses fall 
Neglected round her brow. She heedeth naught. 
Calm, silent in her grief she sits, as numbed 
Unto the inmost soul, by the great tide 
Of trouble which has o*er her swept ; and which 
She scarce can comprehend. No tear she sheds ; 
No, tears would be a soothing balm, and might 
Relieve the bursting heart. She only bows 
In still deep agony, nor hears the words 
Of comfort which fond friends would gladly pour 
Into the troubled mind ; while from her white 
And anguished lips but one low tone is heard — 
** Dead I dead I they say he's dead T' but what 

a depth 
Of woe was in that sentence ! Was it not 
A grave where lay the hopes and loves of years ? 
Did it not tell how all the joys of life 
Had been crushed out ? How all the flowers of 

youth 
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Had withered in one hour ? Alas ! fond girl ! 

Her heart had loved too well, — too fondly leaned 

Upon the one who for so long had been 

Her hero and her god ; and at whose feet 

The richest, deepest treasures of her soul 

Had all been poured. And so, when death had 

come 
And at one blow had struck her idol down 
She knew no other trust, — no other stay 
On which to lean for comfort. Days passed on. 
Yet brought they not that healing balm to her 
Which time so often brings to wounded hearts ; 
But deeper seemed her grief to grow, until 
The frail young form no more had power to bear 
Against its tide of misery ; and she lay 
Tossing upon a bed of pain. Her mind, 
O'erwearied with its bitter train of thought. 
Was clouded by disease. And from her lips 
Such anguished words were poured as wrung the 

hearts 
Of those who watched beside her. So she long 
Lay between life and death. And in that time — 
That solemn time, when the mysterious gate 
Of the eternal world seemed opening ; when 
It seemed as if this earth with all its ties 
Was passing from her ; leaving her upon 
The borders of a boundless unknown shore 
Before her Judge to stand — oh, then her heart 
Woke up to all its peril. Filled with fear 
Yet longing to be free, she learnt how small 
Appear the fleeting things of time when viewed 
In light of the eternal. She had heard 
Of the Great Father ; of the Prince of Peace 
Who came to die for sinners ; and she knew 
There was a glorious heaven beyond this life 
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For all who die in Christ ; and where she felt 
Her William now was gone. For had not he 
Walked in the path of holiness, and sought 
To win her too to Christ ; and fondly hoped 
He had succeeded ? For to him it seemed 
That one so gentle and so loving must 
Be one of Jesu's children ; and could not 
But yield herself unto Him. So he dreamt, 
Yes, fondly dreamt. While she ? — Oh, life had 

been 
To her so beautiful ; so full of joy; 
And in his love her soul had been so blessed 
That she, as joyous child, had passed along 
Thoughtless and gay. For death to her had 

seemed 
Far, far away, — a thing which might come near 
To other homes, but could not enter hers. * 
And though she loved to hear her William tell 
Sweet tales of Jesu's love ; and of the home, 
The happy home, beyond the azure sky ; 
And oft had joined her voice with his as he 
Chanted sweet hymns of praises ; yet it was 
Only because her spirit loved to dwell 
On what was soft and pleasing ; and her ear, 
Attuned to harmony, was quick to catch 
Whatever was musical and lovely. So 
The golden harps ; the crowns of victory bright ; 
The stainless garments which the ransomed wear ; 
The prophets' thrilling words ; the spotless life 
Of Christ the Son of God ; — these, these she owned 
Wondrous and beautiful ; and loved to read 
As some sweet poem, which possessed the power 
To soothe and charm her mind. But that was 

all- 
No deeper chord they stirred ; nor taught her feet 
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To tread the narrow path. And so she now 
Could not but tremble. Gladly would her soul 
Have taken flight from all the pain and thrall 
Which here oppressed it. Gladly would have 

flown 
To those bright realms of paradise. Not death — 
Not the cold silent grave ; not these she feared 
But that which lay beyond. She wanted now 
Some loving friend on whom to lean. Some place 
Of refuge for her soul. Yet was afraid 
To go to Jesus. Feared He would not own 
One who had never loved Him. While her heart 
Could not yet bow, — could not yet own the hand 
Of the great Father who had taken away 
The idol of its throne. He who had been 
Dearer than aught beside ; and left her here 
In suffering to dwell. She could not see 
How love could mingle in the bitter cup 
Which had been given her. So she still rebelled ; 
And, as a wounded bird on fluttering wing 
Which finds no place of rest, poor Annie lay 
Weary and desolate, and longing much 
For some consoling hope, yet finding none. 
At last, when she had long time lingered thus, 
Disconsolate and despairing, one calm eve 
There came and stood beside her one from whom 
She had been parted long. The clear fair brow, 
The soft and earnest eyes, she knew them well : — 
Agnes, her William's sister. Who had come 
For many dreary miles, if she perchance 
Might minister unto a friend distressed, 
And bring the balm of peace and healing nigh. 
She, too, had known of woe, — she, too, had felt 
The grief of the bereaved, and, bitterer far, 
The grief of the deserted. But her soul 
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Had soared above it all. So who more fit 

To calm that troubled spirit ? Who could teach 

Better than one who had herself been trained 

In school of tribulation ? So she came ; 

And long and patiently she watched beside 

The sufferer's couch. With tender, loving care 

Soothing her pain, and whispering in her ear 

Kind words of hope and comfort. Leading her 

By gentle teaching to the Master's feet. 

Till the long weary, long lost child, had found 

There the sweet rest she longed for; and had learned 

To bow submissive to His will. At last 

She rose from that low couch of pain and grief, 

Rose up subdued but tranquil ; for awhile 

To tread the paths of earth again. No more 

Returning to the thoughtless days of yore. 

No more in careless ease to live. Oh no. 

Her soul once taught to bow at Jesus' throne 

And yield itself to Him, thereafter found 

Its greatest happiness to walk as He, 

Her king, would have her walk. And so she lived 

A life devoted. Brighter was the gold 

For the refining crucible. The flower. 

Though fragile still, yet did more brightly bloom 

And shed a purer incense all around ; 

And many a voice breathed blessings on the name 

Of the fair lonely maiden, who seemed but 

To live for others. Whose young hopes thus crushed 

Could twine no more around an earthly shrine 

Nor own another name ; too deep had been 

The first loved bond ; but who had found her best 

And greatest joy in ministering to 

The lowly and the suffering ones. Who brought 

Comfort and joy to many an aching heart 

And led them, as she erst was led herself. 
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Unto the Saviour-Christ ; that they might find 

The same sweet refuge. So for few brief years 

She passed along ; blessing and being blessed, 

And winning souls unto the Saviour. Then : — 

O ye stars that are shining bright, 

Like fairest jewels 9f silver light, 

Do you know that an angel to-night has come 

To summon one of God's children home ? 

Did you see him come as, on pinions bright, 

He passed through your ranks on his downward 

flight ? 
Did you catch the chorus of heaven's fair throng 
As its dwellers chanted the welcome song ? 
O say, ye clouds, did you make him way? 
Did he tinge your robes with his glittering spray ? 
Did you leave a path for his noiseless tread ? 
Was the light from his wings on your bosom shed? 
Ye wandering breezes that softly blow, 
Did you know that an angel had come below ? 
Did you breathe with your softest, your gentlest 

breath, 
To welcome the angel whom men call death ? 
Not as death but life coming down to-night 
With smiling mien and with form of light. 
Say, ye flowers, that so sweetly bloom. 
Say, did ye waft him your rich perfume ? 
Were your fair green leaves by his footsteps pressed ? 
Have ye the hem of his robe caressed ? 
Did the gems that in each tiny chalice lie 
Reflect his beams as he passed you by ? 
Fair roses that round yon high casement twine. 
Felt ye the touch of that form divine ? 
Did you know he was coming to bear from sight 
One who had oft on you looked with delight ; 
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Who had tended you long with a loving care ? 
Did you know when he came from that still room 

there, 
Bearing a jewel of priceless worth, 
Bearing a spirit away from earth ? 
Ye answer not, there is no reply 
From breeze or floweret, from cloud or sky. 

Gently, gently ye bearers tread ; 

Tenderly carry the holy dead. 

The loved and lost one. The blossom fair 

Reared for awhile in ungenial air. 

Brief was her life, but its work was done. 

And calmly and brightly has set her sun. 

Much of sorrow and care she knew, 

And bereavement o'er her its shadow threw ; 

Almost too frail was her soul for earth 

For its bitter woes and its noisy mirth ; 

But as a bird in its quiet nest. 

So has her spirit at last found rest. 

Yes, lay her down by her loved one's side. 

Sore was her grief when he drooped and died. 

With no farewell word and no parting kiss. 

But never again will she grieve for this ; 

For have they not met in a fairer clime 

Beyond the reach of all change and time ? 

Met where death ne'er can divide them more ; 

Met on a sinless, a holy shore ; 

Where not as an idol she meets him now. 

But has learned like him at the throne to bow 

Of the Saviour-God, the bright city's King 

Who has sent His angel. His child to bring, 

Where, from all earth's trials and cares set free, 

She will dwell in His presence eternally. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

Another friend in Paradise ! 

Words strangely sad yet sweet ; 
With what a deep and soothing power 

The mourners' ears they greet. 

Sad, sad it is to think that we 
Shall no more see thee here ; 

But sweet to know that thou art safe 
From every care and fear. 

Thy Saviour summoned thee away 

In the dull autumn time, 
From fading flowers and withered leaves 

To a serener clime. 

Death's mystic portals thou hast passed, 

But Jesus was thy Guide ; 
To thee it was no gloomy vale ; 

Tranquil was "Jordan's tide." 

In the secluded churchyard bed 

In peaceful slumber deep 
Thy body rests ; for so He gives 

To His belovM sleep. 

Long was thine earthly pilgrimage, 

But it is o'er at last ; 
Thy spirit is with Christ thy Lord, 

Thy trials all are past. 
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Thy ears have heard the greeting-song 

Of the angelic band ; 
And perchance long lost friends thou'st met 

In the fair " glory land." 

And though we see thee here no more ; 

No more thy voice shall hear ; 
Still in our hearts thou hast a place, — 

Thou'rt still to ** memory dear." 

And as we watch the*6unset skies ) — 

Or, in the silent night 
See the bright, glittering orbs on high, 

Each star a gem of light ; 

We think how thou didst love to trace 

Their glorious mystery ; 
And wonder if thou knowest now 

More of their history. 

We know not, for we cannot tell 

What life in heaven may be 
Save that it is a life of praise. 

From sin and suffering free, 

But oh, we hope one day to know ; 

And with thee Christ adore, 
Standing around His heavenly throne 

For ever evermore. 
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THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. 



" And we know they have quenched their fever's thirst 

F'rom the fountain of youth ere now, 
For there must the stream in its freshness burst 

Which none may find below." 

Mrs. Hemans. 



Oh is there anywhere beneath the skies 

A fount that with such wondrous power overflows ? 

If so, oh tell me where its waters rise 

And who its magic charm of healing knows ; 

Who has e'er plunged into its waves so clear 

And found restored youth and freshness here — 

That I may seek it too. For fain would I 

In its refreshing cooling waters lave ; 

Then health's fair light again shall fire mine eye ; 

I who now seem so near — so near the grave ! 

Age shall retreat, and, marvellous joy ! for me 

Life in its own sweet spring-tide still will be. 

Ah Wanderer, with the bright and eager eye, 

Why questionest thou thus with anxious mien ? 

For we unto thee can but make reply 

That ne'er by human eye hath yet been seen — 

And never yet those waters pure and clear 

Have quenched the thirst of weary pilgrims here. 
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Though they have sought for it on every side, 
And wandered far, in many a land and clime ; 
Yet have they never found the crystal tide, 
Nor will they find it till the end of time ; 
For not on earth the wondrous stream may flow 
Which life and youth on mortals can bestow. 

Ah, thou art disappointed ; yet why sigh ? 
And why that sad dejection ? Hath the dream, 
The fair delusion, so beguiled thine eye 
Of this enchanted, wonder-working stream; 
Has it so taken possession of thy heart 
That thou art loth with the bright spell to part ? 

Is life so dear, so very dear to thee ? 

This earthly life of ours, is it so fair 

That thou wouldst always here a dweller be ? 

Is there not much of suffering ? Much of care ? 

And doth not sorrow meet us day by day ; — 

Then wherefore on this earth so long to stay ? 

Nay ! rather seek that brighter, happier rest. 
Which to each longing heart is freely given. 
Amid the bright, the beautiful, the blest. 
Where sorrow may not come — in yon fair heaven. 
Seek thou that holy land, then death will be 
A welcome messenger of joy to thee. 

Have not some of thy loved ones passed before ? 
And do they not with eager longing wait 
Hoping, when thy short earthly course is o'er. 
To bid thee welcome at the golden gate ? 
Say wouldst thou not their joys and pleasures share ? 
And on thy brow a crown of victory wear ? 
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Ah, there Wanderer, wilt thou find the stream — 

The stream of life thou fain wouldst seek below ; 

Oh brightly beautiful its waters gleam ! 

And youth immortal 'twill on thee bestow. 

Seek then that land through Christ, who for thee died 

So shall thy heart's deep thirst for aye be satisfied. 
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SUNBEAMS. 

Shining through the window, 
On the whitewashed wall 

Gold and roseate sunbeams 
Softly, gently fall. 

Lighting up the darkness 

With a rosy beam, 
In fantastic beauty 

How they wildly gleam ! 

They linger with their radiance 
Amid our gloom and care ; 

Yes, for a loving message 
To us those sunbeams bear. 

They come to cheer our sadness ; 

To tranquillize and calm ; 
Not only on the wall they glow. 

On us they fall like balm. 

Sunlight and shadow blending; 

Emblem of our frail life ; 
Where joy and grief are mingled. 

And peace and hope and strife. 

Ah ! now they're gone ; and gloomy 
The room without them seems ; 

But there's a sun which shineth 
With fairer softer beams. 
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O shine on us, dear Saviour, 
And chase our gloom away : 

O brighten Thou our darkness 
With Thy pure holy ray ! 

And when our life is ended. 
Then take us home to Thee ; 

Where on us, Holy Saviour, 
Thou'lt shine eternally. 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF POESY. 

Spirit of poesy ! fair would I woo thee ! 
Tell me, O tell me, how I may pursue thee ; 

Bind me with magic spell, 

Show me where thou dost dwell. 
And with thy wondrous power bless and endue me ! 

Spirit of poesy ! beautiful ! tender ! 

Throwing around the heart garlands of splendour ; 

Flashing with golden light. 

Or soft as stars of night ; 
Blessed is the service which thou dost us render. 

Spirit of poesy ! sweet-voiced attendant ! 
Tell me whence comest thou ? On wing resplen- 
dent. 
Didst thou in Eden's bowers 
Dwell 'mid the new-bom flowers 
When earth was yet unstained, fair and trans- 
cendent ? 

Spirit of poesy ! oh, how I love thee ! 

Though thou hast taken flight far, far above me : 

But let me as you float 

Catch one sweet straggling note, 
And on a fairer shore far dearer prove thee ! 
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SNOWDROPS. 

Snowdrops, spotless snowdrops ! 
Harbingers of spring ; 
Welcome is the message 
Which ye to us bring : 
From the earth upspringing 
Beautiful and bright ; 
Telling that the winter 
Soon will take its flight. 

Snowdrops, spotless snowdrops ! 
Decking Winter's shrine ; 
How youj* fragile blossoms 
Gracefully incline ! 
With unsullied beauty, 
And a noiseless voice 
Whispering of bright days to come ; 
Bidding earth rejoice. 

Snowdrops, spotless snowdrops ! 

Hail ! where'er ye grow ; 

Blossoms named so sweetly ; 

Fair as flakes of snow. 

Bring us thoughts of holiness ; 

Point our souls on high ; 

Where through one unchanging Spring 

All is purity. 
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LILLIAN AGNES. 

FAIR unconscious child ; 

Just entering on life's perilous journey here ; 

By sin not yet defiled, 
I on thee gaze with mingled joy and fear. 

1 love full well to trace 

O miniature of womanhood, thy charms ; 

Thy sweet infantine grace 
Thy deep blue eyes, clear brow, and dimpled arms. 

I may not, cannot know, 
But often wonder what the part will be 

Which, while thou dwell'st below. 
In life's great drama, will be played by thee. 

Ah me ! I fain could ask 
That pleasures unalloyed may here be thine ; 

That thou in love mayst bask 
And nought but flowers be wreathed around life's 
shrink. 

But since upon this earth 
Pleasure so closely is allied with care 

That evermore from birth 
Who shares the one the other too must share — 

I can but humbly pray 
That He who deigned an infant's form to take 

Will be thy shield and stay 
And keep thee always, for His mercy's sake. 
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Oh may this Saviour be, 
Sweet little one, thy Guardian here below, 

To guide and comfort thee ; 
And His protecting arms around thee throw ! 

And may you shortly learn 
To love and to confide in this dear Friend, 

Who o'er His lambs doth yearn ; 
Whose love and tenderness will never end : 

Then wilt thou walk secure, 
Though countless foes should meet thee on thy^ 
way, 
And spread their charms to lure 
. Thee from the path which leads to heavenly day. 

And then it will be thine 
Whether or long or short thy journey here 

Filled with a peace divine 
To yield thy soul to God without a fear : 

And in that land above 
Where nought of sorrow, nought of sin may- 
come ; 

Where all the air is love 
To find with Jesus thy eternal home. 
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WRITTEN DURING ILLNESS OF THE 

SAME. 

Our little child is ill, 

And sorrow fills our home ; 
Therefore, O Saviour dear. 
To Thee in prayer we come ; 
And ask Thee, in Thy love and power, 
To aid us in this trying hour. 

Our little child is ill ; 

But in Thy word we learn 
How Thou the sick didst heal ; 
And oh, we can but yearn 
And wish. Physician kind, that Thou 
To heal and bless wert with us now. 

Our little child is ill ; 

But, oh, we think if we 
Could bring — as they of yore — 
Our dear one unto Thee 
How but one word of Thine the pain 
Could ease ; and health restore again. 

Our little child is ill ; 

But, Lord, Thou art not here ; 
We may not see Thy face 

Nor hear Thy words of cheer ; 
No more Thou dwell'st in mortal guise. 
Thy dwelling is beyond the skies. 
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Our little child is ill ; 

But though Thou art not here 
In human form, yet still 
We know that Thou canst hear 
The prayers, O Lord, that rise to Thee, 
And canst the little sufferer see. 

Our little child is ill. 

Therefore an answer send ; 
Give heed to our distress, 

O Thou the children's Friend ! 
Yet, whatsoe'er the answer be, 
Do, Lord, what seemeth best to Thee. 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE SAME. 

O LOVELY little one, 
Now lying cold and still in death's embrace ; 

How soon has set thy sun ! 
How soon has ended here thy mortal race ! 

It was not long ago 
That thou wert gay with infantine delight, 

And smiling health ; but oh 
How changed art thou now, our Lily white ! 

Ah, we shall miss thee here ; 
Shall miss thee, little one, day after day ; 

For with thy presence dear 
How much of happiness has passed away ! 

And yet we do not mourn 
As those who have no hope. We know that thou 

By angel convoys borne 
Art dwelling where thou ne'er in grief wilt bow. 

Thy lips have learned to sing 
The 5ong which there those blood-washed throngs 
e'er raise 

Unto their Lord and King, 
Who loves to listen to an infant's praise. 

O happy, happy child ! 
Thus early taken where no sin may come ; 

For ever undefiled ; 
How sweet must be thy joy in that fair home ! 



32 ON THE DEATH OF THE SAME. 

Ah, " Lily " rightly named ! 
Nursed for awhile beneath these lower skies, 

Then by the Master claimed 
To bloom with beauty new in paradise. 

And, though now desolate. 
What joy to have a treasure safe above. 

To which, while here we wait 
We oft may turn with fond and trustful love. 

Farewell ! our Lily sweet ! 
Soon, soon our life too will on earth be o'er ; 

Oh that we then may meet 
Thee in that blissful home where friends shall part 
no more ! 
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FAREWELL TO SUMMER. 

Yes, thou art passing, passing away ; 
Brief, sweet Summer, has been thy stay ; 
Bright were the gems which adorned thy brow 
ut their radiant lustre is fading now ; 

Thou art passing by, 

And we heave a sigh 
For the light and beauty so soon to die ! 

Thou camest to us with joy and sheen ; 
With a loving touch and a smiling mien ; 
Thou broughtest us treasures of wealth untold, 
Jewels of amber, and green, and gold ; 

And the cornfields tell 

Thou hast finished well 
Thy task on earth ere thou say'st Farewell ! 

But thy mission fulfilled, thy message given, 
Thou art bearing the records back to heaven ; 
And we think with a sad regretful sigh 
Of the records which there unfolded lie ; 

But in vain we say 

Sweet Summer, stay ! 
For thou art passing for aye away. 

Bright Summer, farewell! We shall miss thy 

sheen ; 
The beauteous flowers, and the meadows' green ; 

D 
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We shall miss the birds' melodious lays 

And the golden sweetness that crowned thy days ; 

But we will not fear 

The Winter drear, 
For the storm and shadow are needful here. 



And soon in a far serener clime, 
Beyond the vicissitudes of time, 
When the stormy Winter of life is o'er 
We hope to land on a fairer shore ; 

In a land of day 

Where is no decay, 
But where the bright Summer will last for aye. 
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AUTUMN. 

The summer has passed. We have looked our last 

On the landscape in beauty clad ; 
We have seen the decay of the flowerets gay 

Which made the earth fair and glad. 

The winter is near, and the leaves, brown and sere, 

Are thickly strewing the ground ; 
And amid the trees the wintry breeze 

Sighs with a mournful sound. 

The night-hours are long, and we miss the sweet 
song 

Which erst in the morning light 
So thrillingly clear saluted the ear. 

Filling the heart with delight. 

But though Nature look sad, in sombre robes clad, 
And though chill be her wintry breath ; 

Seeming to tell like a funeral knell 
Of ruin, decay, and death ; 

Yet still we may learn if we will but discern 

The lessons by her taught ; 
For in disguise she is sent from the skies 

With blessings richly fraught. 
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And when the fair Spring, on radiant wing 

Shall return to us again 
More bright will be field, flower, and tree 

For the winter's dreary reign. 

O Nature, well with thy mystic spell 

Teachest thou lessons true. 
And year by year, in our sojourn here 

Gladly we learn of you. 

And when life is past may we find at last 
In heaven's sweet genial clime 

The springtide there more bright, more fair 
For the earthly winter time. 
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SNOW. 

While sleep was our eyelids holding 

In the lone silent night ; 
Lo ! Winter, its mantle unfolding 

Was robing the earth in white. 

No longer the land is sighing 
For the joy and the beauty fled ; 

Nor for the leaves which are lying 
Withered and brown and dead. 

For in many a beauteous cluster 
On hedgerows and trees are seen 

Blossoms of fairest lustre, 
Sparkling with silver sheen. 

Ice-diamonds brightly glowing. 

Like stars in the azure sky 
Are sweet effulgence throwing 
Wherever we turn our eye. 

Earth the soft snow is hailing : 
Spotless, and pure and fair ! 

The landscape in beauty veiling ; 
What can with it compare ? 

Oh as we gaze and ponder 
Let us read the mystery well ; 

The story of love and wonder 
The snow would to mortals tell I 
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For to its silent pleading 

Many have given ear ; 
And felt it their spirits leading 

To things more strange, more dear. 

* Falling on plain and mountain, 
The snow on every side 
Speaks of the mystic fountain ; — 
Tells of the crystal tide 

Which is ever in mercy flowing 
For spirits defiled by sin ; 

And freely its waters bestowing 
On those who will wash therein. 

Bathed in this flood of brightness, 
Ever the heart doth glow 

With fairer and softer whiteness 
£*en than the spotless snow. 

O mystic fount of healing, 
Scarlet though my sins be. 

Yet, pardon and purity sealing. 
Thy waters throw over me ! 

And may I, Heavenly Father, 

Led by Thy gentle call, 
Thoughts of Thy goodness gather. 

And find Thee, Lord, in all. 

'Tis Thou alone who sendest 
Gifts to supply our need ; 

And Nature's stores Thou lendest 
Thy children here to feed. 



SNOW. 39 

For Thou art kind and tender, 

And we may trace Thy hand, 
When the rich summer splendour 

With beauty gilds the land. 

Or when the fair flowers have faded. 
And the brightness has passed away ; 

When the landscape with gloom is shaded 
And the skies are cold and grey ; 

Then, Thou, Thy casket unsealing, 

Over the land dost throw 
New treasures of beauty revealing — 

The hoarfrost and spotless snow. 
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THE SILENT GUEST. 

(Referring to the skeleton found at the feasts of 

the Egyptians.) 

They met, they met in the days of yore, 

In Egypt's land, on the Nile's fair shore ; 

Amid scenes of splendour the feast was spread. 

And richest odours around were shed ; 

And the song swelled high, and all seemed bright 

In the halls of mirth on the festal night. 

But who was that who, while all around, 
Were making the mansion with song resound 
Sat at the banquet, amid the rest. 
In a veil infolded — a silent guest ; 
Speaking not, smiling not, heeding not aught. 
But still as a statue of marble wrought ? 

Ah, that mysterious visitant know 

Knew not to join in or pleasure or woe ; 

Unheeded the music tones fell on his ear, 

For earth's songs and voices no more he would hear; 

'Twas but a form, whence the Spirit had fled ; 

A guest that was bearing the mark of the dead. 

So the preacher sincere, speaking never a word, 
Yet with a voice which must aye have been heard, 
Sat at the board with the revellers there, 
Reminding them all though earth's scenes might 

be fair 
Yet not to gaze with too-eager an eye. 
For time was fast fleeting and they, too, must die. 
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Ah, though in this land on the festival night, 
While music is ringing and all seeming bright, 
No spectre guest at our banquets is seen 
Wearing death's hue and the tomb's sombre mien ; 
Yet is the lesson for ever the same, 
And still our chiefest attention should claim. 

Yes, death is near us wherever we go ; 
Nought that is lasting is ours below ; 
All earth's affections and ties must be riven. 
For immortality reigns but in heaven : 
There be our treasure, our hope, and our stay. 
Where the joy and the loveliness pass not away. 
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THE STARS. 

O BRIGHT and glittering stars on high 1 
Ye jewels of the azure sky ! 
That with such lustrous beauty shine 
Deep in your own ethereal mine : 

How oft I wonder, in the night, 

When gazing on your radiant light, 

If ye are worlds — like this of ours — 

With vales and mountains, trees and flowers ! 

Do your inhabitants e*er know. 

Or aught of sin or pain or woe ? 

Is life in you a chequered scene. 

With grief and pleasure, gloom and sheen ? 

Nay ! rather would I think that ye 
Are from all sin and suffering free ; 
As pure and beautiful and fair 
As when your Maker placed you there ! 

Say, are ye islands of the Blessed 
Where earth- worn wanderers find rest ? 
Where angel-footsteps softly tread ; 
And flowers divine their fragrance shed ? 

Where all the Saviour's sceptre own ; 
Where love is breathed in every tone ; 
And where the deep and sacred joy 
Is never marred by earth's alloy ? 
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Ah ! this we may not, cannot know ! 

We only see you radiant glow ; 

In vain imagination soars, 

No. voice is heard from yon bright shores. 

Enough if we may see you shine, 
And recognize the light divine 
Of which ye but faint symbols are ; — 
Jesus ! " The bright and Morning Star! ** 

This is a star than ye more bright ; 
Which, shining on our life's dark night 
With its celestial, holy ray 
Chases our gloom and sin awa^ ; 

And ope's to our enraptured view 
New scenes of beauty, strange and true ; 
Which lights the chambers of the soul. 
And brightly gilds life's sombre scroll. 

Ah ! ye may fade from yonder arch ; 
No more pursue your wondrous march ; 
But this sweet Star for aye will shine 
With light and purity divine. 
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LIFE DREAMS, 

You ask for a dream of life ? ah me ! 
Many a dream could I tell to thee ; 
Many a vision of joy and light 
Gilding Time's scroll with its lustre bright ; 
Conjured up in the musing hour ; 
Filling the soul with a magic power. 

And seems it strange ? It was always so ; 

Yes, even from memory's earliest glow ; 

As the eastern sky at the dawn of day 

Is flushed with beauty and golden spray ; 

As the cloud is tinged yvith the rainbow's beams, 

So is childhood wrapt in its own fair dreams ! 

Bright happy visions, all fresh and gay. 

Of the future, which seems so far away 

Unto the eager child-heart which yearns 

To traverse its pathway ; and to it turns 

With a fearless heart and a joyous smile, 

Nor thinks of its dangers and snares the while. 

Ah, dreams of childhood ; so strangely fair ! 
How soon are ye banished by grief and care ! 
How soon do the storm-clouds go lowering by, 
And sin and sorrow o'erspread your sky I 
And childhood's gladness and winning grace 
How soon does the touch of the world efface ! 
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Or when the feet on the threshold stand 

Where youth's riper blossoms and fruits expand ;. 

Gleaming lovely before the eye, 

How oft do we find that they droop and die ; 

And the stars of hope — like the stars of night, 

Fade one by one and depart from sight ! 

So have I found it along the way ; 

A child of dreams, I have owned their sway ; 

And bowed too oft to the magic spell 

Which rules in imagination's cell ; 

Till time, with its sterner realities 

Has torn the veil from before mine eyes. 

For there are times when the heart must wake ;. 
And its dreamy regions of bliss forsake ; 
When the idol is from its temple torn. 
And the spirit is left o'er its loss to mourn ; 
When, instead of the fair and the bright ideal 
Is given the mournful, the sadly real 1 

Yes, for the wanderer on Time's rough sea 
Many a billow and storm may be ! 
Here it is ours with sorrow to cope ; 
Here vanish our visions, and fades our hope ; 
But beyond Time's reach is a brighter shore. 
Where disappointment is known no more ! 

Ah, dreams of happiness ! visions fair I 
Ye may hope for fruition only there ! 
For there is the bosom's sad throbbing stilled ; 
There is each longing, each hope fulfilled ; 
No shadow it knows, and no broken dream, 
But its joys are lasting and what they seem ! 
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KNOCKING AT THE GATE OF HEAVEN. 

(versified from a magazine.) 

Simple but strangely touching is the story I relate 

•Of how two little children once set out to find 
heaven's gate ; 

Fair were they in their morn of life and early child- 
hood's mien, 

But mingling with the smiles of one were sorrow's 
traces seen : 

■ 

For on her dreams had risen the form of a brother 

loved and lost, 
Who had left her for the realms of bliss and death's 

still river crossed ; 
Yet in her memory lived he still — a thing of joy 

and smiles ; 
And as her wandering fancy roved 'mid Dreamland's 

fairy isles — 

Again she saw him; bright and fair as he was 

wont to be 
When he shared her childish mirth and played 

beside their mother's knee : 
But the sweet dream had passed away ; the golden 

spell was o'er ; 
And as returning consciousness recalled her 

thoughts once more — 
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Tears to her eyes arose and flowed. Tears poured 

from sorrow's stream ; 
To find the treasure fled away and. know 'twas but 

a dream. 
Yes, tears of sorrow dimmed her eyes and trembled 

in her breath ; 
But what should little children know of that which 

we call Death ? 

What is it to them but a name ? A name for ab- 
sence given ? 

And this sweet wanderer did not know how far 
away is heaven ; 

as a playmate sought her side with loving 
sympathy 

whispered softly in her ear — ** Katie ! why do 
you cry ? " — 

She added, in a saddened tone, after her tale was 

o'er — 
** But then you see, dear Bella, I shall ne'er see 

Charlie more ; 
For I was lying very ill when he was taken that day, 
And so, though he is gone to heaven I do not 

know the way : 

** I could not follow those who came nor see which 

path they took." 
And at the thought her childish form with bitter 

sorrow shook : 
But soon a smile dawned on her face and hope 

again appeared. 
As Bella, with a child's fond trust her drooping 

spirit cheered ; 
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And volunteered to take her where her little brother 

lay, 
For she had seen him carried forth upon his burial 

day; 
She saw when in the open vault they laid his body 

low, 
But that his spirit was not there sweet Bella did 

not know. 

No, little dreamt those trusting hearts of the cold 

churchyard bed ; 
Or what mysterious slumber wraps the calm and 

silent dead : 
They knew not from the form they sought the 

spirit's light had flown : 
They knew not that the eye was sealed and 

silenced was the tone. 

So hand in hand they tripped along with eager 

willing feet : 
Two little pilgrims bound for heaven, the loved and 

lost to meet ! 
But soon an angry tempest broke; the rolling 

thunders clashed. 
And from the opening clouds overhead the vivid 

lightnings flashed ; 

While fast and faster fell the rain, and all relentless 
beat 

Upon our little travellers ; yet still, with hurrying 
feet, 

They onward took their destined way though trem- 
bling and though tired, 

But then their flagging spirits were by one sweet 
thought inspired ; — 
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The cheering answer Bella had to Katie's ques- 
tioning given — 

Saying, "We will not mind the rain, for we shall 
soon reach heaven." 

" Yes," Katie said, ** and I am sure when I knock 
at the gate 

Charlie will be so very glad he will not let me wait ; 



But soon to open it to us he*ll run across the floor; 
And then when we are once in heaven we'll feel the 

rain no more ! " 
Ah. trusting hearts of childhood's morn how little 

do ye know 
How soon your lovely dreams will fade ! how soon 

your hopes lie low 1 



But now they reached the silent place, the dwelling 

of the dead ; 
And pointing to an iron vault'" There ! " little Bella 

said — 
" See ! there is heaven ! " " Where ? Where ? " 

cried Kate, with bright and eager face ; 
Then said, in disappointed tone, "What! that dark 

dismal place ? 

" That can't be heaven ! for heaven they say is 

beautiful and fair ; 
Where angels live and flowers are seen and music 

fills the air." 
** Well ! " said her little guide " 'twas here they 

brought your brother. So 
As you say he is gone to heaven this must be 

heaven, you know ! " 

E 
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And then to soothe and cheer her friend she added, 

hopefully — 
" Perhaps on the other side the gate 'tis prettier to 

see; 
For this is but outside but when your brother ope's 

the door 
We'll hear maybe the music sweet and see the 

golden floor ! " 

And so the little travellers knocked and eager did 

they wait 
Hoping to see the hinges move, and go through 

heaven's gate : 
Yes, long and anxiously they knocked again and 

yet again, 
And knew not that to rouse the dead 'twas useless 

all, and vain. 

While Katie pressed her list'ning ear close to the 

iron door 
Hoping to hear the footsteps of her brother on 

the floor ; 
And oh, her soft and childish voice 'twas strangely 

sad to hear 
Calling, in sweet imploring tones, **0 Charlie, 

Charlie, dear — 

** Do you not hear ? 'Tis Katie calls. O come and 

open the door I " 
And with their eager hands they knocked more 

loudly than before : 
But still no voice responsive called upon the other 

side; 
And only echo seemed to hear, and mockingly 

replied. 
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Then faded hope from Katie's breast; her tears 

began to flow, 
As disappointment o*er her stole and filled her 

heart with woe : 
But Bella said, with child-like hope, ** Perhaps 

Charlie is at play 
With some of the little angels now ever so far away — 

** And so he has not heard us yet: but perhaps he'll 
soon be here ; 

So we will wait and knock again." Thus did she 
try to cheer 

Her little friend; but Katie said, sadly and tear- 
fully, 

** I hope that Charlie does not love the angels more 
than me ! '* 

And once again with plaintive voice imploringly 

she cried — 
" Charlie, dear ! Do come and let your Httle Kate 

inside ! 
Don't love the little angels more than me, your 

sister, dear ! " 
And still against the vault's cold stone she pressed 

her listening ear. 

And louder knocked and louder called, but called 
and knocked in vain, 

While still the tempest raged around, and fast 
poured down the rain. 

Then wearily the children rose to take their home- 
ward way. 

Their spirits sadder far than when they thither 
came that day. 
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But Bella said ** Though we must go, yet we will 

com6 once more 
And then, perhaps, Charlie will be near and come 

and open the door ; 
So, Katie, darling, do not cry !" But all her words 

were vain, 
And only woke the sad reply, ** I ne*er shall come 

again ! " 

Ah, many say that childhood's path is strewn alone 
with flowers ; 

That nought know they of care or grief; but in a 
world like ours 

Say, do not clouds ofttimes overcast e'en the fair 
morning sky ? 

And is not man to trouble bom as the sparks up- 
ward fly ? 

But to our travellers to return ! — Their homes were 

reached at last. 
And rushing to her mother's arms, the while her 

tears fell fast. 
Poor Katie there sobbed out her grief, overcome by 

sorrow's weight. 
And said, " O mother, I have been knocking at 

heaven's gate 

** And Charlie would not let me in ! " Ah, there 
her trouble lay ! 

Because that to her heart it seemed his love had 
passed away : 

But 'tis not so, no, Katie, no ! love will endure for 
aye ! 

'Tis only that with untaught feet you have mis- 
taken the way ; 
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Because, dear child, you know not yet the path 

which leads to heaven ; 
But soon to guide your footsteps may a better 

guide be given ! 
Then shall you see that brother dear, and o'er the 

heavenly floor. 
He'll run with eager willing feet to open wide t he 

door; 

His loving voice shall welcome thee and charm 

away thy fear, 
For sure no angel there will be than his first friend 

more dear ; 
Yes, you shall meet again erelong on that fair, 

holy shore 
Where friends that meet, oh, happy thought ! meet 

to part nevermore. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A COUSIN, 

WHO DIED CHRISTMAS, 1875. 

Yes, we mourn the friends departed from our 

homes and hearths below ; 
Call them lost and dead ; yet wherefore ? For we 

know it is not so : 
No, they have but passed before us to a brighter, 

happier shore, 
Where no sorrow e'er can reach them ; sin may 

harm their souls no more. 

So take comfort, mourning spirits ; ye whose 

hearts by grief are riven ; 
Knowing for the loved one taken you may count 

one more in heaven ; 
One more pilgrim safely landed ! One more 

wanderer in the fold ! 
One more voice to bid you welcome when you 

reach the gates of gold ! 

Sweet the songs on earth that greet us ; fair the 
scenes we see below ; 

But what heart, what thought can picture that fair 
land where is no woe ? 

Or conceive the holy rapture of the soul whose 
bonds are riven. 

When undimmed it sees the glory and the love- 
liness of heaven ? 
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Ah ! Imagination soaring may its brightest dreams 

unfold ; 
Fancy weave its fairest visions, but what wealth of 

bliss untold 
Still remains, unknown^ undreamt of, for '*nor 

tongue nor pen can tell,** 
All the joy of those blest spirits which within those 

mansions dwell. 

Happy one ! now safe for ever ; safe from sin and 
fear and woe ; 

Safe from all the pain and weakness which attended 
thee below ; 

Could we ' see thee in yon heaven in thy blood- 
washed robes so fair ; 

Should we not, thy gladness viewing, long thy 
happiness to share ? 

Though sad hearts are left behind thee at a time of 

joy on earth, 
No disturbing fears can reach thee; — thou hast 

joined the angels' mirth ! 
Thou hast learned the song triumphant which the 

ransomed ones e'er sing ; 
And received the crown of victory from the hand of 

Christ the King. 

And at most but few more seasons over us will 

pass below, 
When the friends who now deplore thee like thee 

through Death's vale must go ; 
Oh may each one then rejoin thee on that fair, 

celestial shore 
Where the bond of heavenly union will be severed 

nevermore. 
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THE HEROES OF FAITH. 

HEBREWS, IITH CHAP. 

Arise, my soul ; for hark ! Faith's signal rings ! 
Wake ! strike the harp, and tell of holy things ! 
Though weak thy touch, and feeble be the lay. 
Yet if thou strive the summons to obey 
Know she will not despise nor cast thy gift away. 
Sing of her heroes. Of the great, the good. 
Who ever round her throne have nobly stood ; 
Sound loud their praises ; for, behold ! they come ! 
Let not thy tongue be mute ; thy voice be dumb ! 
See ! see ! they come — they come — a conquering 
From every region and from every land ; [band — 
Hark ! for the spell of ages now is broken. 
And from a time remote a hero's voice hath spoken. 

Martyr of Faith ! First of the victor band 
Destined to pass to the celestial land 
From this low earth ; — What is it that you say ? 
Have you no word for the children of to-day ? — 
Yes, hush ! An answer comes, and melts in light 
away : — 

** Denizen of mortal birth. 

Do you ask me to reveal 
Mysteries of the new-born earth, 

And its secrets to unseal ? 

Do you wonder why I bring 
Blood of lambs and goats to atone, 

As an offering to the King 
Who is in creation known ? 
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Marvel not ! 'Tis but a token 

Of a sacrifice to be ; 
When sin*s bondage shall be broken 

Sacrifice for you and me. 

Faith has whispered in my heart 

Of a Saviour crucified ; 
Take Him, take Him for thy part, 

So shalt thou with Him abide.** 



But stay, another now takes up the strain ; 
Brightest of all that bright and glorious train ; 
For on his brow no trace of death is seen. 
No shadow of the grave disturbs his mien ; 
From realms of brightness doth his voice reply, 
Floating as angel-tones from out the azure sky : — 

** You wonder at one who has never died. 

Who has never crossed o'er the chilly tide ; 

You ask how I passed to the deathless shore — 

But know, O wanderer, and ask no more. 

That 'twas by faith in the word of God, 

My guide and friend while on earth I trod ; 

I may not reveal to thee how nor why 

I rose to heaven nor was called to die. 

For many years was the Lord my stay. 

And this is my word to thee to-day. 

That though thou may'st not expect to be 

Translated and glorified like to me, 

Yet trust thou in Him — bowing low at His shrine 

Then whatever is best and most meet will be thine." 
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The voice is hushed. Roll back, ye crowding 

years ! 
Lo ! What strange sight is this ? What mystery 

next appears ? 
Peaceful is earth ; and fair its beauties show, 
And softly do its shining rivers flow ; 
And yet I see a band, with earnest air, 
Building an ark immense ; as if it were 
To shield them from some danger. And I ask 
Yon kingly man — the leader in the task — 
The destiny of this huge ark, and why 
They build such barque ; and thus he makes reply: — 

** Yes, as it spreads before your sight 

You say this world is fair ; 
But know you not what mortal blight 

Is brooding in the air ? 

Sin, sin o'er all this beauteous dower 

Has thrown its deadly pall ; 
And soon with deep and awful power 

The wrath of God will fall. 

And a strong flood^^o'er all the land — 

Will sweep earth's sons away; 
I build this ark at God's command. 

To shield me in that day. 

Worldlings may mock. I heed them not : 

I only wish that they 
Would cast with me their happy lot. 

And turn His wrath away." 

Hero of Faith ! May we be wise as thee ; 
And unto Jesus Christ, our ark of refuge, flee ! 

* * * * * 
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But hush ! Thou stranger from far Chaldea's strand ; 
Thou with such reverend mien : from home and land 
Why roamedst th-ou thus ? Methinks I hear you say: 
** God called me hither, and I but obey. 
He is my only hope, my joy, my all. 
Should I not follow where He deigns to call ? 
Long time I bowed before an idol-throne, 
But He has taught me He is God alone ; 
Revealing realms more bright than tongue can tell 
Where I at last with Him for evermore shall 
dwell." 



That manly youth ! He was thine only one ; 
How could'st thou offer thus thy noble son ? 
How could'st thou bind him ; — him, thy very life ? 
Ah, by that earnest brow ; that bitter strife 
Hard was the task I ween. O, great ! O, good ! 
Stern was the trial but thou hast bravely stood ; 
Thy loyalty is tested. From the sky 
A voice commanding calls and Isaac shall not die. 
O Faith, see here thy brightest hero found ; 
Entitled Friend of God, and with His blessing 
crowned ! 



A solemn scene ! An aged pilgrim waits 
List'ing the call to pass the mystic gates ; 
No fear is on that furrowed brow ; no dread ; 
No, only Faith's high triumph there is read : 
Upon two boys his hands are resting now, 
And with his trembling lips he kisses each young 
brow : 
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** God, who has fed me all my life 

To this, my dying day ; . 
Before whom all my fathers walked. 

And did His word obey ; — 

The Angel which redeemed me from 

All evil, bless each lad ; 
Their fathers' names on both be named ; 

Them in remembrance had." 

And many other words of blessing flow. 
As all his sons, before him bending low. 
Receive his last farewell and message given ; 
And then the weary pilgrim goes to heaven. 
His God is with him. Angel hosts are nigh — 
Oh, crowned like him by Faith, who, who would 
fear to die ? 



O mother, stealing with that little ark, 
Thy face bedewed with tears. What did that barque 
Contain ? Ah, well I know, it was thy child ; 
Thy little one. Say, by what thought beguiled 
Didst thou thus hide him till thou could'st no more ; 
Were it not better he had died before ? 

** You wonder, I see, at a Mother's part. 
But you know not why I came ; 

Because I had felt in my inmost heart 
Faith's bright and heavenly flame. 

I looked on my child. Could I let him die ? 

No ; strong is a Mother's love ! 
And a monarch's will I could well defy 

While I trusted in God above. 
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And when I no longer my babe could hide 

I laid him, with many a prayer, 
On the reedy banks of the river's side ; 

Knowing God could preserve him there. 

And now I know it was not in vain, 

Oh trust in the Lord alway ; 
For in times of grief He will aye sustain. 

Turning night into brightest day.** 



Leader of Israel ! With majestic mien ; 
Thou who in palaces hast nurtured been, 

say why did'st thou leave thy regal home 
In desert solitudes and wilds to roam ? 

To go through hardships hitherto unknown. 
Leading forth people who thy rule disown. 
Who murmur at thee and refuse to obey, [way ? 
Through rivers and through wilds, — an unknown 
And thou may'st have aspired unto Egyptia's sway. 

** Oh, *twas the voice of God that to me spoke ; 

'Twas He, 'twas He who bade me take this yoke ; 

His voice is law. His service is but bliss, 

Oh what were Egypt's realm compared with this : 

To work for Him ? These are His children blessed. 

So long degraded and so long oppressed ; 

/ lead them to a land of peace and rest. 

It was by faith we through the Red Sea passed. 

Through faith that we shall enter in at last ; 

And oh a fairer land — a land divine [mine; 

Through faith I know shall soon (how soon !) be 

1 mourn not Egypt ; for to me is given 

Far higher honour, and a glorious heaven." 
# * * * * 
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And Still they come, they come,.a countless train : — 
Yet all repeat the same, the same high strain. 
These are thy heroes, Faith ; for thee they fought ; 
Their liberty was with their life-blood bought ! 
Some have endured the scourge, the sword, the 

chain ; 
Passing through scenes of peril and of pain ; 
From prison-cells, and from the raging flame ; 
Enduring sufferings all too sad to name. 
O crown them, crown them with a regal crown ! 
Heroes of earth, — before their names fall down ; 

cloud of witnesses, — to us be given 

The same high faith ! But hush ! from yonder 
heaven 

1 hear a glorious voice. I see them now ; — 
Oh what a glory circles each bright brow ! 

In robes of spotless whiteness do they stand, 
A palm and harp within each conqueror*s hand ; 
On golden pavements do they tread ; — while fair 
The trees and flowers which grow in beauty there. 
A river clear as crystal rolls along, 
And all the streets are filled with happy song ; 
While He who sits upon the heavenly throne 
Looks on with smiles of peace — Well pleased their 

praise to own. 
Yes, they have reached their longed-for home at 

last. 
The place on which their fondest hopes were cast ; 
No sorrow and no tribulation now 
Again shall blanch the cheek or dim the brow. 
Oh may we follow them 'till life is o*er. 
Then with these heroes dwell for ever, evermore. 
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RIZPAH. 

2 SAMUEL XXI. I-I4. 

It is a silent Eastern night ; day's busy tasks are 

done ; 
The golden sun has run his course, and rest-time 

has begun : 
The weary travellers turn aside from highway and 

from street, 
Glad that the eventide has come to give them 

slumber sweet. 

But come and gaze while in the skies the stars are 

shining bright. 
And view a strange pathetic sight of grief and woe 

to-night ; 
O ye who say that love is but a dream which soon 

will fade 
Look on this mournful midnight scene in awfulness 

arrayed. 

Did ever artist's pen portray such dark and wild 

despair 
As stamps its image on the brow of that lone 

woman there ; 
Lone, but for those the dead, the loved, o'er whom 

with sleepless eye, 
She ceaseless watches day and night while slow the 

hours pass by ? 
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Is she not fearful, there alone ? There prowling 

beasts are found ; 
And eager, hungering for their prey, the birds of air 

fly round. 
There with the dead alone when night steals o*er 

with sombre veil 
Might it not make the sternest* shrink ? The 

hardiest spirit quail ? 

But there she sits unquelled, unmoved, heedless of 
all around ; 

What cares she for or birds or beasts ? Her grief 
is too profound. 

Fearless she drives them from the place in des- 
perate sorrow strong ; 

Then bows her head upon the rock and weeps, how 
sore and long ! 

O Rizpah, say what were thy thoughts thou loving 

one and brave, 
Shielding the lifeless forms of those thou would*st 

have died to save ; 
With whom thy life so close was bound, and whom, 

whilst here below 
Thou*dst watched with all the tenderness a mother's 

heart could know ? 

Say, did the memories return of how in childhood's 

morn 
They'd played around thy knee with glee and in 

thine arms were borne ? 
How their sweet prattle cheered thy heart ; their 

arms were round thee pressed 
As they with childhood's trusting clasp had nestled 

to thy breast ? 
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Alas! those happy hours gone by like a bright 

golden dream ; 
Doth not the present by their light more sad and 

bitter seem ? 
Doth not the thought of how they stood in youth 

or manhood's pride 
Deepen the globm of this dread hour ; and darken 

thought's deep tide? 

O thou, the sorrowful, the lone ; thou of all joy 

bereft ; 
What a deep tragic tale of grief thou to all time 

hast left ! 
And yet of One we read whose love surpasses even 

thine ; 
The One who died the world to save : the love that 

is divine. 
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WORDS OF COMFORT. 

** Him that cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast out." — 

yohn vi. 37. 

Oh how Strangely beautiful 
Saviour, are these words of Thine ; 
Notes of sweetest melody ; 
Richest gems from heaven's own mine. 
Tenderest words of love that e'er 
On the human ear could fall, 
Loosening the cords of sin 
Which had held the soul in thrall ; 
Whispered in the secret soul ; 
Heard above the world's rude shout — 
Saying he who comes to Thee 
Thou wilt in no wise cast out. 

When the troubled soul is bowed 
'Neath the weight of all its sin ; 
When the tempest rages wild 
And the heart is sad within : 
When the weary wanderer, 
Feebly knocks at Mercy's gate, 
Longing for admittance, yet 
Fearing he has come too late : — 
Then Thou speak'st in gentlest tone. 
Calming every anxious doubt : 
" Do not fear to come ; for I 
Will in no wise cast you out." 
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When across thy servants steal 
As they watch the setting sun 
Thoughts of duties unfulfilled ; 
Work which they have left undone ; 
And they cry — in faltering tones : 
** Master, canst Thou love us yet ? 
Canst Thou, Lord, forgive the wrong, 
And our negligence forget ? 
For we have not faithful been ; 
And we are not brave, devout ;** — 
Then how sweet these words can be : 
** I will in no wise cast out.*' 

Oh whene'er we hear the words 
May our hearts responsive say : 
Jesus, Lord, to Thee we come, 
Bless and keep us Thine for aye ! 
May we ever look to Thee, 
And rely on Thee alone ; 
Love to sit beside Thy feet ; 
Love to listen to Thy tone : 
Pressing on through all the snares 
Which encompass us about. 
Knowing he who comes to Thee 
Will be in no wise cast out. 
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HEAVEN. 

Fair land of love and light, 

Beyond all mortal sight ; 
Oh for one sweet, one rapturous dream of thee ! 

To waft my thoughts awhile 

To that celestial isle 
Where all the holy and the bright ones be. 

Fair are the scenes beneath ; 

The summer's flowery wreath ; 
The silver stars ; the sunset's golden glow : 

But sin, alas ! is here ; 

And through .each song we hear 
Methinks there breathes an undertone of woe. 

But in that blissful clime 

Beyond the reach of time, 
Where Christ, the King, supreme o'er all doth 
reign ; 

No sorrow enters there, 

No fear, no grief, no care ; 
Nor sin nor guilt its loveliness may stain. 

And is it, can it be 

That those who dwell in thee 
Are those who here, like us, with sin have striven ? 

We saw them yield their breath, 

And spoke of it as death ; 
Were they but passing to thy realms, O heaven ? 
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Yes, it was even so ; 

But little do we know 
Of thy unrivalled beauty, land of love : 

Thy fair elysian bowers ; 

Thy streams, thy groves, thy towers ; 
Or the employments of the blessed above. 

Oh, are the things we see 

Emblems, fair heaven, of thee ; 
The emerald meads ; the flowers which richly 
bloom ; 

The birds' melodious lays ; 

The spring's soft, balmy days, — 
Do they prefigure things beyond the tomb ? 

The dwellers of the skies — 

Do they on ministries 
Of mercy bound, on starry pinions fly ? 

The Arts which here they prized 

Oh have they realized 
In full perfection in that land on high ? 

Say, doth poetic fire 

The mind and heart inspire 
With thoughts more deep, more thrilling than of 
yore ? 

The Poet's fair ideal 

Has it become the real 
Of which he only caught a dream before ? 

The Artist's pencil there — 

On scenes than earth's more fair 
Doth it its skill unerring exercise ; 

Tracing the landscape's hue 

With beauty ever new ; 
The crystal river and the ethereal skies ? 



70 HEAVEN. 

And in that holy land 

In many a happy band, 
Do friends and kindred who were parted long 

Roam in some calm retreat, 

And hold communion sweet, 
Or swell the jubilant triumphant song ? 

In those fair realms of day 

Doth Memory hold her sway ? 
The dwellers there, — do they remember earth ? 

Their early childhood's home ; 

The haunts they loved to roam ; 
Their earthly friends ; their sorrows ; or their 
mirth ? 

Ah, heaven 1 but little we 

Know of the joys in thee ; 
Enough is told our highest hopes to raise ; 

May we but gain thy shore 

Then shall we know far more 
And join thy Maker and thy King to praise. 
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ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT COUSIN, 

A LITTLE child is laid 

Within its churchyard bed, 
A few days since so full of life, 

Now lying pale and dead. 

A woman mourns the loss 

Of her adopted son. 
She loved as though he were her own, 

That lovely little one — 

Thus in its early days 

Of infant helplessness, 
Left without mother's fostering care 

To comfort and to bless ; 

Beckoned from duties here 

By the death-angel's hand ; 
But she perchance her child has met, 

Now in the ** better land." 

For Christ, the Saviour, said, 

" Let children come to me;" 
And in heaven's bless'd abode 

Thousands of children be. 

And Jesus feeds His flock 

With more than shepherd's care. 

And takes His little weary lambs 
And on His breast doth bear. 
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And in His love He called 

That infant fair away, 
There in His happy home 

To be with Him for aye. 

O blessed little boy, 

Why should we weep for thee ? 
We know thou*rt safe from ill. 

From sin and suifering free. 

And soon we hope to join 
Thee there before the throne, 

Where sorrow may not come 
And sin is all unknown. 
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THE MUSICIAN. 

** Sultan Amurath, a prince notorious for his cruelty, laid 
siege to Bagdad, and on taking it gave orders for putting 
thirty thousand Persians to death, notwithstanding they had 
submitted and laid down their arms. Among the number of 
the victims was a musician, who entreated the officer to whom 
the execution of the Sultan's order was entrusted to spare 
him for a moment that he might speak to the author of the 
dreadful decree. The officer consented, and he was brought 
before Amurath, who permitted him to exhibit a specimen of 
his art. Like the musician in Homer, he took up a kind of 
psaltery which resembles a lyre, and has six strings on each 
side, and accompanied it with his voice. He sung the capture 
of Bagdad and the triumph of Amurath. The pathetic tones 
and exulting sounds which he drew from the instrument, 
joined to the alternative plaintiveness and boldness of his 
strains, rendered the prince unable to restrain the softer 
emotions of his soul. He even suffered him to proceed, until, 
overpowered with harmony, he melted into tears of pity, and 
repented of his cruelty. In consideration of the musician's 
abilities, he not only directed his people to spare those among 
the prisoners who yet remained alive, but also to give them 
instant liberty." 

Before the conqueror he stood, 

A captive — doomed to die; 
Already was the fiat given 
Which woke the city's cry ; 
The Persian city in the battle foiled, 
And by the victor of its pride and joy despoiled. 

What feelings kindled in his heart ? 

What impulse fired his breast ? 
Why did he thus permission crave — 
Of him at whose behest 
He with his fellow-countrymen must die — 
To spend his latest breath in strains of minstrelsy ? 
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Oh, dreamt he that those thrilling tones, 

By inspiration given. 
Would touch the tyrant's heart as he 
Had heard a voice from heaven 
Calling for mercy on the captive band. 
Snatching the ruthless sword from his destroying 
hand ? 

Or did he — ? But why question thus ? 

For not in vain his plea ; 
More sweet, more plaintive rose the strain 
Whatever its source might be ; 
The city's death-song from the minstrel rung — 
The death-song ? Nay ! it was the song of victory 
sung. 

With power which he could not control 

The conqueror's soul it thrilled ; 
And all his pride and all his rage 
Before its voice were stilled : * 
Sorrow, remorse, and pity filled his breast, 
And Mercy had become of her high throne possessed. 

He speaks the word — ^the chains are riven ; 

Reversed the stern decree ; 
The blood-stained sword again is sheathed ; 
The captives now are free : 
The minstrel had performed his mission well ; 
So deep, so strange the power of music's wondrous 
spell ! 
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DYING WORDS. 

" I have such sweet thoughts/' — Prince Albert. 

Passing from the scenes of earth 
Lay a prince of royal birth ; 
Loved and honoured was his name. 
Riches, learning, power and fame, 
Courtly homage, regal state. 
Friendship of the good and great, 
Happy home and children dear 
Waited on his presence here. 
But he now must leave them all 
At palj Death's resistless call. 
And the shadowy path must tread 
Leading to the silent dead. 
For him, lo ! his people weep, 
Praying yet their prince to keep ; 
Loving friends — how loth to part 
With that brave and faithful heart. 
Linked with theirs by love's sweet tie, 
Mourn that he so soon must die. 
But in death's still solemn hour 
What availeth wealth or power ? 
Rank and riches cannot save 
From the shadows of the grave ; 
And, the unchanging fiat given, 
Earthly ties must all be riven. 
But the God who dwells above. 
In His strange and boundless love 
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That we might not fear the grave, 

Sent His Son our souls to save ; 

And who in His name believe, 

And His ** gift of peace " receive. 

May, without or gloom or fear, 

To the mystic gates draw near ; 

Since the Christ, their Lord and King 

Has destroyed death's bitter sting, 

And has opened wide the way 

To the realms of endless day 

Where no sin nor grief is found, 

But where joys for aye abound. 

And the royal sufferer who 

Death's dim vale was passing through, 

Filled with this sweet hope divine 

Called earth's treasures to resign 

Without murmuring gave them up. 

Knowing Love had mixed the cup. 

Leaning on the Saviour's breast. 

With His gentle presence blessed. 

Though the gathering shades are nigh 

He is not afraid to die. 

Hear him say, with failing breath, 

** / have such sweet thoughts.'^ Ah, Death, 

Thou art not the conqueror here 

Bringing woe, despair, or fear, 

But arrayed as angel fair 

To heaven's mansions come to bear 

In a glittering car of light 

This pure soul, in blood washed white. 

''Such sweet thoughts T What words of 

cheer. 
Gently fall they on the ear ; 
Testimony true and blessed 
As the pilgrim sinks to rest. 
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*' Such sweet thoughts / " O, may we know 
As through Jordan's tide we go 
That calm joy, that peace divine, 
Prince and victor, which were thine ; 
And have thoughts as pure and sweet 
Till in Christ our Lord complete 
We, like thee, shall gain that shore 
Where are pleasures evermore. 
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THE BRAVE FIREMAN. 

George Lee, a fireman, lost his life through his devotion to 
duty in rescuing several persons from a fearful death — 
1876. 

A FADELESS laufcl foF the hero bring, 

A diadem of fame and glory bright, 
Around his memory evermore to cling. 

And grave his name in words of golden light. 

Those who have fallen upon the battlefield, 

Whose swords were dyed in warfare's crimson 
waves. 
What regal honours unto them we yield, 

What palms, what banners float above their 
graves ! 

But higher, nobler was the conflict braved 
By theey undaunted fireman, kind and true ; 

Who, though the raging flames around thee waved. 
Yet dauntless did'st thy noble aim pursue. 

Brave was the deed ; and shall we say 'twas vain ? 

No, though the gallant action cost thy life ; 
Though death has taken one whose life to gain 

Thou brav'dst the fiery heat, the burning strife. 

Yet not, oh not in vain that deed was wrought ; 

Not uselessly that precious life was given ; 
No, for from that high act the world has caught 

A beam of light to draw it nearer heaven. 
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And the example by thy life bequeathed — 
Faithful in danger, and in duty's hour — 

Shall as a garland round thy tomb be wreathed, 
And prove to England's sons a precious dower, 

So, hero, rest ! thy noble work is done ; 

Rest with the faithful, the renowned and brave ; 
For *mid their ranks well thou thy place hast won, 

Perishing in the attempt not to destroy but save. 
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THE TIME OF PEACE. 

** And they shall beat their swords into ploughshares, and 
their spears, into pruning-hooks ; nation shall not lift up sword 
against nation, neither shall they learn war any more." — 
Isaiah ii. 4, Micah, iv. 3. 

Such the message sweet and golden 
Wafted by the centuries olden 
From the lips of prophet-sages as, inspired with 
light divine, 
They from all the woes around them 
And the trammels which had bound them 
Pointed weary war-tossed nations to a future peace- 
ful shrine. 

They could see what others saw not, 
Therefore deeds of strife might awe not 
With such deep o'erwhelming terror as to others' 
minds they brought ; 
They the seers inspired of heaven 
Unto whom God's words were given. 
Who from His celestial altar their prophetic fire had 
caught. 

Holy message ! blissful token 
That war's bondage will be broken, 
Floating on the wings of ages, shining with a 
radiance bright ; 
But not yet, not yet appearing. 
Not yet seems that glad time nearing. 
For this flower-decked earth of ours still is groping 
m the night. 
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Nation struggling against nation, 
Causing woe and desolation 
While the kingdoms are distracted and we hear 
dire tales of wrong : 
Hearts are lone and bosoms throbbing, 
War so oft our households robbing 
That our spirits, sad and yearning, can but cry " O 
Lord, how long ?" 

When will all this strife be ended ? 

When will all the tribes be blended 
In a holy, heavenly union, never to be broken more ; 

Christ the " Prince of Peace" adoring. 

All their richest treasures pouring 
At His feet, with reverent gladness owning Him from 
shore to shore ? 

Oh, we know not. Prophet-sages 
As they penned the sacred pages 
Told us of the glorious message, and it was Thine 
own, O Lord ! 
So we on it still relying 
Unto Thee for help are crying, 
Thou the Ruler of the nations ! Thou the sheather 
of the sword ! 

Give us patience. Hear our pleading. 
Sore is earth Thy succour needing. 
Help us still to trust. Thy promise, though not yet 
earth's strife should cease ; 
Shield the right and guide the nations 
Till shall end all desolations. 
And all tribes in one blessed union own Thy sway 
O Prince of Peace ! 
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SPRING. 

Fair in her vernal array is the Spring, 
Many sweet gifts doth she lovingly bring ; 
A mantle of beauty she throws o'er the earth, 
And with magical touch gives to nature new birth ; 
While the blithe winsome birds soar on radiant wing 
And to hail her approach joyous madrigals sing. 

Fair queen of the year, on thy bright-gilded car 
We welcome thy presence and greet thee afar ; 
Bid stern Winter depart. Take the sceptre and 

reign, 
For beauty and joy ever crown thy domain, 
And sweetly the gems in thy coronal shine 
Polished and wrought by a Master divine. 

Thy messengers willingly wait round thy throne, 
For soft is thy yoice and how pleasant thy tone, 
Making the spirit with gladness to thrill ; 
Thou givest to each one a task to fulfil. 
To bird and to brooklet, to flower and to tree, 

say dost thou not bring a mission for me? 

• 

Sad has my heart been since last thou wert here, 
Long were the days of the winter severe, 

1 was too weak and too weary to sing, 
Now I am longing for life's pleasant spring ; 
Waiting for some soothing message of love 
Borne on thy wings from the home-land above. 
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Ah, as I listen, what is it you say ? 
" Cast all thy mournful forebodings away, 
And be in life's gentle ministries bless'd 
Then shall thy grief-troubled spirit find rest ; 
Then all thy sorrow and darkness will flee 
And as the springtide thy pathway will be. 

** Only be loyal and trustful and true, 

Brave for thy Master to suffer or do ; 

Soon shalt thou meet the blood-ransomed throng. 

Soon shalt thou join in the seraphim's song ; 

Soon shalt thou stand on the heavenly shore 

There where the spring will be nevermore o'er." 

Ah, lovely Spring, with thy sunshine and sheen 
Gilding the woods and the meadows so green, 
Sweet is the message thou hast to me brought. 
Pleasant the lesson that I have been taught ; 
So I will willingly hear and obey. 
Glad for the joy thou hast brought me to-day. 
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MYSTERIES. 

Yes, as we muse on life's varied histories 
How they bewilder with problems profound ; 

Around us, above us, beneath us are mysteries. 
Life is a mystery and death is its bound. 

On the broad breast of the time-stream we're sailing 

Sailing along to eternity's shore ; 
Knowing not what the earth-shadows are veiling, 

What we shall see when our voyage is o'er. 

Vain is our questioning ! Vain each endeavour 
To fathom life's sea, or unravel its wreath ; 

We muse and con over the now and for ever 
But still find some mystery lying beneath. 

What can we do but in peaceful reliance 

Trust in a strength that is more than our own, 

Not with rash reasoning, not with defiance, 
But trustingly keep to the path that is shown ? 

A.nd though our way may by darkness be clouded 
Though we're encompassed by problems around 

Yet are we not by night wholly enshrouded, 
Still one bright beacon to guide us is found. 

O mighty love which to mortals is given ! 

O holy faith which can lighten the way ! 
Still guide us onward, 'till, landing in heaven 

All clouds and all mysteries shall vanish away. 
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THE MANY MANSIONS. 

" In my Father's house are many mansions." — yohn xiv. 2. 

They have built a mansion you tell me, 

A mansion stately and grand, 
Which is fair to the eye and will almost vie 

With the noblest in the land. 

You speak of its vast dimensions, 

Of its architectural pride, 
Where the builder's power and the sculptor's dower 

^Jave in rich grandeur vied. 

You tell of the lands encircling 

This mansion bright and fair ; 
Of the lovely flowers and the blooming bowers 

Found in abundance there. 

You think the owner is happy, 

He must be so you say ; — 
For if this proud hall you yours might call 

You'd be happiest on earth to-day. 

But do you not know that sorrow 

To this lordly court may come. 
With a step as free as we ever see 

It enter the cottage home ? 

Ah ! many may be earth's mansions 
As they stand in their regal state ; 
But a mornful wail makes the cheek turn pale, 
^ And phantoms around them wait. 
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Phantoms of days departed, 

Wails by sad memories borne 
From the dungeons deep where the captive's sleep 

Was of yore by dark bodings torn. 

Wild legends are twining round them, 

And as history unfolds its scroll 
A mournful pall seems on each to fall 

And fill with deep awe the soul. 

And the dwellings of earth so stately 

They crumble away to dust ; 
For though long they defy the years that go by 

Yet tremble at last they must, 

But oh, we know there are mansions 
Far more glorious than those of earth. 

Where no sorrow is found and the hills around 
Only echo to sounds of mirth. 

Mansions so strong, so changeless, 

Mansions so bright, so fair. 
That there is not room for one shade of gloom, 

And decay has no dwelling there. 

The building of earthly mansions 

Is fraught with much toil and pain, 
But these palaces grand caused no weary hand 

Although they will aye remain. 

No phantoms glide 'mid their chambers, 

No bitter memories throng, 
And deathless the flowers in their beauteous bowers, 

While the air is filled with song. 
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Will you go to these many mansions ? 

They are free for both rich and poor, 
There is room for all and the King doth call 

Us in through the open door. 

'Tis He has prepared them for us, 

*Tis He who will us prepare, 
That with robes of light in His blood washed white 

We may dwell with Him ever there. 
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THE REQUEST OF THE FLOWERS, 

Yes, we are come again 

Children of earth ; 
Come with our noiseless tread, 

Come with our mirth. 

Come with our hues of light 

With you to stay, 
O then bestow on us 

A smile we pray. 

Freely upon your path 

We favours shed ; 
Decking your halls of mirth, 

Covering your dead. 

Both in your joy and woe 

We bless and cheer ; 
Then welcome us we pray. 

Welcome us here. 
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THE REPLY. 

Yes, we will welcome you, 

Children of light, 
Thankful that you are come 

To bless our sight. 

We'll greet you as our friends, 

Stainless and fair ! 
Shedding your fragrance sweet 

In the clear air. 

Truly you say you're friends 

In joy and dread, 
Decking our festal halls — 

Covering our dead. 

Therefore, O flowerets, hail ! 

All hail we say ! 
Bright resurrection types. 

Welcome to-day ! 
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WEARY OF LIFE. 

Weary of life ! So much of care 
Too heavy is the load to bear, 
And trials round so thickly press, 
No ease and joy are found to bless. 

Weary of life ! So much of grief 
With no kind friend to give relief; 
Nought but the world's sharp biting scorn- 
Each look a frown, each word a thorn. 

Weary of life ! Ah, fain would I 
Now bid this cruel world good-bye ; 
Yea, even death itself Td brave, 
And bid defiance to the grave. 

Weary of life ? Nay, wanderer, stay ! 
Cast not that precious life away ; 
For know that it to thee was given 
To fit thee for the realms of heaven. 

Weary of life ? Nay, rather ask 
That He who gave thy daily task 
Will give thee strength and patience still 
Thine earthly mission to fulfil. 

The Saviour speaks — He speaks to thee : 
** Come all ye weary ones to me ; 
Ye who are troubled and oppressed, 
O comCy and 1 wiW give you rest." 
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Go to this loving Christ and live, 
Sweet is the rest which He will give ; 
For easy is His yoke to bear 
And light the Master's burdens are. 

For Him count earthly joy but dross; 
He bore for thee a heavier cross, 
Yet no complaining sigh was heaved — 
Not for himself the Saviour grieved. 

Only for others Jesus sighed ; 
Even for sinful men He died ; 
Despised and hated — scorned, reviled, 
He aye was gentle, patient, mild. 

Learn of this Saviour how to bear 
Trouble and anguish, grief and care, 
Then when thou lay*st life's burdens down 
Shalt thou receive the victor's crown. 
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